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Do you really think it good for you to be away from home ? I hope it is. What you say of its loneliness and quiet makes me think it may be, but then I know how you long to be with your sister and the people. . .
Verb " to do."
Saturday I took the Walmer Street boys to Erith.   We went
by rail and came back by steamer.   Mr. M-----met me and
helped amuse the boys. I think they enjoyed themselves. I do like boys, they are so open, so ready to the call on their honour. The scene on board the .boat was very horrid. A great many drunken men were partly jolly, partly quarrelsome. The boys got mixed up with them, and when I called them ofi the men were angry and abused Mr, M-—— for being religious. If I had been admiring the boys all day, I admired the women now who so bravely, wisely, and tenderly managed their drunken husbands.
Verb " to think."
I have been writing my sermons. One has been on the value of the body. I tried to show how the body individualises the soul and how he who dies with hands unmarked by the print of the nails, wounds won in the conflict with evil, dies without the marks of the greatest glory. . . At our discussions we have been talking about the relation of authority to opinion, and about angels. As to the first, I don't think authority should have any influence on opinion. We must think for ourselves, and the fact that the Church or public opinion thinks differently must not make us alter our views. If I take the opinion of another person, it is because I have first formed an opinion of him. Then as to angels, I have been arguing that they may be the spirits of the dead doing God's work, bearing His messages to men. My friends hold against me that angels are " subjective." Will the beautiful sound of that word win you to their side ?
Miss Hill is getting on with the school work, working, I fear, too hard. She does throw me into despair; I do so little and feel so worn out; but I could fill pages in praise of her and then not say all you think about her. Besides I think I had better end this long exercise on "I" or you will never have time or patience to read it. . . I hope you will find time to write to me soon, and in my next letter I will do the verb " go." As for the verb " hope," when shall I dare do it *
June 8th, 1872.—Your letter came in about the moment when I was thinking how soon it would be possible to hear from you. I don't think I need tell you of the joy it gave; it bore to me the brightness of the flowers of which it spoke and sent me down to Walmer Street as if I had seen themfon my table. Now let me read it again and answer it bit. by|bit.